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One 


amy chemical romance fanfiction ft. bob bryar x frank iero 

rated m for mature (mild language € sexual content) 

summary: Drummers always have been the best ones at multitasking. [dedicated to haydn] 

It was like any other show, really. All eye were on Gerard as he was on his knees at the front of the stage, 
belting out whatever tune they were focused on now, Mikey, Frank, and Ray were floating in the interim (oop, 
there went Frank, rolling into an amp again) and Bob was back here in the back, playing the drums like a 
madman. All of them played like madmen. After the shit they'd gone through to be playing in large venues like 
this, they had to be madmen. This included way, way too much time on the road, and experiencing, as Duff 
McKagan had called it, "road gay". You really did go a lot of time without seeing a chick. Especially when you 
were a ‘straight’ band like My Chemical Romance. Fucking roadies was simply not on the menu. And he was fine 


with that. 


Perhaps Bob's first experience with ‘road gay’ had been Frank insisting they sleep together. Not sexually (yet) 
but apparently, he liked to cuddle. Honestly, what straight man has or will ever insist on cuddling with another 
man who really just wants to sleep? But he'd humored him. Then it became a regular thing. And by a regular 
thing, this meant that frequently and in the public eye, Frank had a tendency to be all over him like a spider 


monkey. This included but was not limited to using the blonde as a human jungle gym, sitting on his shoulders, 
jumping on, around, and over his drum kit to a point he caused damaged to the poor thing, sitting on his lap, 
and that was only what Bob could remember. Not that Bob didn't reciprocate the actions. Even as he was 
playing, he couldn't help but feel his eyes drawn to the denim-clad ass of the guitarist. Distracting with every 
movement. Damnit, Frank. (He was glad no one could see him. The stage was darker than hell back in the back, 


and he looked to be little more than a ghost. Fine by him. The media attention was draining him like a vampire. 


He probably would have continued sitting there, in obscurity, enjoying the fact all eyes were on the four more 
prominent member of the band on the stage, except for the fact that all of a sudden Frank was all up in his 
face. Again, he was used to the guitarist standing on his drum kit (which was a wonderful idea, he could show 
you the bruises from the last time) so this wasn't a big deal until, oop, down goes Frank and soon the 
drummer found himself sprawled out on the ground. A sour note was hit by the guitarist as he attempted to 
scramble back up, only to find his hips grabbed and pulled back towards the drummer, who very quickly found 
the beat again. Thankfully, the fans were used to this. 


So now here they were, Bob with his arms around Frank's waist, playing the drums around the smaller male as 
he attempted to recuperate and catch up on guitar. This was a new one, Bob had to say, but it could be fun 
He wasn't sure how he felt about being a chair, but it could be fun 


One drumstick had been the only casualty, so now, well, he had to improvise. But he also had one hand free. 
That means payback. See, prior to even walking onstage, Frank had decided he was going to tease the drummer. 
And not in a ‘na na na na bo bo' way. No, instead in a way that involved their bodies being way too close 
together and his hands in an area that was not G-rated. So the drummer saw this as revenge. Sweet, sweet 
revenge. If they could do it without getting caught (not hard, given there was a drum kit in the way and no 
lights on him) that would be all the sweeter. He could lord that over Frank for a long, long, long time. 


He had to admit, the fact the guitarist didn't miss a note as one hand undid the jeans he wore was a bit 
impressive; dealing with distractions while playing live was a big part of playing live, though. It was a good thing. 
But he could see the smaller musician biting his lip when the hand that wasn't attempting to mimic the work 
of two hands on the drums slid past denim and into underwear and around a slightly erect cock. (Frank always 
had gotten off on the adrenaline that coursed through the stage of a live show, after all, so Bob's work was 
half done. He loved and hated it. But right now? It was a good thing.) 


"Boooooob don't-" he was able to hear the whine as the dark-haired male shifted in his lap. He wouldn't have 
been able to hear him had he been much further away. But that didn't affect the fact that he was going to 
pretend that he didn't hear him. Or at least, he wasn't going to listen. Fuck you, Bob Bryar does what he wants. 
And what he wanted to do was see if Frank was able to play this one off. It was a little game. A challenge. 


Being a drummer, rhythm came naturally to him, it was almost amusing that the strokes along the guitarists 
length kept perfect time with the beat of the song. He wondered if Frank would get the humor, but he realized 
that the guitarist was probably to distracted to even realize it. His hands seemed to be pretty shaky on the 


guitar. 


"Booob |-" 


The feeling of the smaller body pressed back against his made him smirk a little, as he leaned up to lightly kiss 
Frank's neck. Damn, he was very glad that Frank didn't have a microphone on or the entire venue would have 


heard that cute little gasp. He could keep that one to himself and be a bit greeay. 
"Stop it stop it Bob |-" 


The guitarists teeth were pulling at his lower lip now, the sweat was a mix of sexual sweat and exertion from 
rolling around the stage like an idiot. Breath came in rhythmic pants (that Bob could also align with the music, 


damn drum training) and he knew that Frank was enjoying this a lot more than he was letting on. 
"Oh fuck-Bob, |'m-" 


“Shhh, do you want Mikey to hear you?" The brother of the vocalist was the one closest to their current 
location, after all, and he really didn't want to know how awkward things would be on the bus if someone 


pointed out, hey, Bob was given Frank a hand job while they were playing on stage. 


He was pretty sure that Frank's teeth had broken skin, now, but he felt the full on body twitch of the man in 
his lap, feeling his back arch and his dark haired head come to rest on the drummer's shoulder for just a 
moment as he orgasmed, allowing Bob to free up his hand and at least pretend to look for another drumstick, 
the guitarist still panting in his lap. This matched up perfectly with the final notes of the song, though, so 


there was some cool down period coming. 


During that brief minute that Gerard was talking to the crowd, though, the guitarist was able to slide from 
the blonde's lap, button his pants back up and mouth his undying hatred for Bob Bryar to the man himself 
before he reappeared on the lighted area of the stage. 


And again Bob was glad the lights weren't on him, given the fact he was grinning like the Cheshire Cat. 


